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twenty-dollar bill given her especially for the

purpose, and now all at once her errand had
become quite futile, her precious hat money
had disappeared. She could go to Kobert's law
office and get more—but what would he think
of lier? He was very careful in everything,

while she—well, from childhood she had never
been famous for prudence.

Mrs. Meacham's heart grew hard. The
woman in her seat had taken it—nobody else

could have done so. She would charge her
with it—only, she didn't knov^ how to begin.

She was thinking of a number of opening sen-

tences appropriate to a delicate subject like

that when—they w^ere at the Harlem Bridge
now—her companion arose and herself retired

in the direction of the dressing room, leaving,

even as Mrs. Meacham had done, her hand bag-

on the seat.

Mrs. Meacham looked about her. Every-
body appeared absorbed in his, or her, own af-

fairs. The hand bag lay there, like a challenge.

If that woman had taken the bill she might
have thrust it hastily into it, and it would still

be there. Guiltily her heart going, her eyes
wearily watching the two old men across the

aisle, Mrs. Meacham drew the bag toward her,

pressed the spring, and looked in. Then her
heart gave a backward somersault. There it

was : Right on top of everything lay a bright,

new, twenty-dollar bill—her very own ! Three
seconds later that bill was out of there, the bag-

closed and back in its place.

Mrs. Meacham did not wait for her seat

companion to return. They were in the tunnel
by this time, and she decided not to linger. She
also decided not to stay in the same car. She
did not care to charge a person who looked
like that with crime, even where the case was so

clear. She wanted only to get far away from
her forever and buy a new hat and get home
with it.

:"

Mrs. Meacham did not have a very enjoy-

able day. Several times she imagined she saw
a tall, handsome lady who had so belied her
looks ; once in a department store she was al-

most certain of it.

Suppose after all, somebody else had slyly

abstracted the contents of her bag—somebody
when she was getting on the train—she had
heard of such things. But that was impossible.

Still, she could not get over the guilty feeling,

and she found it hard shopping. She ended by
buying quite a large hat, to please Robert,
though she hestitated and looked long enough
for it to miss her train. She examined the pas-

sengers anxiously, half expecting to find her
companion of the morning among them. She

wasn't discoverable and Mrs. Meacham felt

better. She improved considerably when the

train passed Stamford; she reached Norwalk
in quite good spirits. Nobody was waiting for

her at the station, as of course they had not
known just when she would come.

Mrs. Meacham took a cab and drove home
rather thoughtfully. She was beginning to

wonder now whether or not she should tell

Robert of her adventure. His legally trained

mind gave him peculiar ideas about such mat-

ters; he might doubt her right to open the

woman's bag, even under the circumstances.

The more she thought about it the less sure she

was that Robert would approve. She decided

not to tell him—not at the first moment, any-

way.

Then she noticed they had reached the

house, and her sister Bella had opened the door

for her.
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"Why, Carrie," she said, "you got your

new hat, after all, didn't you?"
Mrs. Meacham stared at her with a sort of

sinking sensation.

"Of course," she said. "That was what I

went for, wasn't it?"

"Yes, I knoM% but what did you buy it

with?"

The sinking sensation increased. Mrs.

Meacham's eyes began to take on a wild look.

"Why, with the twenty-dollar bill Robert
gave me, of course. What makes you ask

.that?" . :,,.;, ,

"But Carrie, dear, you didn't take it; you
left it in your room. I found it on the floor

after you were gone !

"

Mrs. Meacham staggered a little, opened
her mouth to speak, then shut it again without

any particular sound. Mr. Robert Meacham
just then appeared down the hall, a tall lady

behind him. Something about her outline was
not good for Carrie Meacham's state of mind.

She caught her sister for support, but just then

Robert said, quite cheerfully:

"It's all right, Carrie. I've carefully ex-

amined the evidence and there seem to be ex-

tenuating circumstances. Edith will have her

turn, and shop with YOUR twenty dollars to-

morrow. Come and kiss her and be forgiven.

And say Carrie, yor.r hat's a regular peach !"


